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One 


Author's Notes: 
Blame Andy and Keli - | do. :) So this is for them. And for my perpetually horny Eddiemuse. And for all night 


sessions hanging out with a great and wonderful friend and being creative together. 


"Wot do you mean, not until tomorrow?" 
Steve swore, gripping the phone so tightly his knuckles were white. "I don't belief this, nofink you can do?" 
Steve rolled his eyes at the rest of the band, listening to the voice on the other end. "Fine. Woteffer. First fing 


in the mornin’ right? Fanks." Slamming down the receiver, he turned to face the other five. 


"Kevin says there's a problem wif the power at the studio. Can't do anyfing until tomorrow so we ‘ave a day 


off" Steve looked out the window. "An’ its pissin’ down, so not much to do at all." 


Adrian shrugged. "Well, we can use the acoustics or the small amps and work here right?" 


Bruce grinned. "We can, not that | wouldn't mind a day off but | had an idea last night and this would be a 


great time to work on it" 
"So, get wot you need and ev'ryone back ‘ere in an ‘our?" 


Five scattered out the door of Steve's suite, heading off to their own to retrieve what they would need for 


what could only be called an old fashioned brain storming session 

Steve stared out the window for a minute before going to the phone and calling the desk, ordering food and 
drink to be brought to the suite. May as well make it as comfortable and as fun as possible. With the six of 
them trapped there was bound to be at least one good row before the day was over. 

From the shadowed recess in the alcove, Eddie grinned. Oh Harry, this is just too good a chance to pass up... 


Two hours later Steve's vision came true as Davey, Janick and Adrian all locked horns over what Adrian 
considered to be a less than sterling solo attempt by Davey, Janick backing Davey in the discussion and Davey 
just getting so peeved at H his normal smile was nowhere to be found. Bruce, Nicko and Steve exchanged looks, 
sitting back and letting the three guitarists hash it out amongst themselves. 

"I don't like it Davey! It doesn't fit with what I'm playing or Jan's playing!" 


"Well, to be fair Ade, maybe if we do a full run through of the whole section you'll see it fits better than you 
think." 


"Don't try to tell him anything Jan, you know how he gets. Mr. Technically Wonderful who never plays a less 
than perfect solo!" 


Adrian sat back, his expression hurt. "Dammit Davey that's not fair." 

"It might not be fair but it is true, Ade." 

"Bruce, stay out of this!" Adrian turned in his chair, scowling at the singer. 
"Fer the best Bruce, let ‘em work it out" 

"What do you think Harry? Do you think it's all that bad?" 

Steve shook his head. "Davey, it sounds fine to me, but it's Hs song." 


"Hal" Davey sat back, grinning triumphantly at Adrian, 


"What? It might be good enough for one of his but not mine!" 
Steve sat forward. "One of is? Wot do you mean by that Ade?" 
Eddie leaned against the wall, watching as one by one voices added to the fray until all six were shouting, 


trying to talk over each other and make their point. Humans. All that passion wasted... Eddie doubled over, 
laughing silently. No sense in letting it all go to waste now, is there? 


Steve felt the touch of the demon's mind, like a quick peek through a door. Shutting his mouth with a snap, he 
looked round the room, rising from the chair and setting his bass down beside it. Bruce looked up at him, 


frowning at the puzzled expression on Steve's face. "Harry? Something wrong?" 


One by one the voices petered out, all eyes on the bassist as he cocked his head and crossed his arms. "It's 


Ed" 
"Something wrong with him Harry?" 


Steve shook his head, sending his mind out searching for the demor's. "I don't know wots goin’ on. | felt ‘im fer 


a second but then ‘e vanished" 
Bruce stood as well. "Try calling him Harry." 


"Ed!" Using voice and mind, Steve tried to contact the demon. After several seconds, he shook his head again. 


"Nofink." 


"You don't think something's happened to him do you?" Davey felt his own concern growing. Since the reunion 
and the day spent bonding, the demon and the bassist had been more linked than ever. So much so, in fact, 


that Eddie had token to letting the others know if he thought Steve was in need of one of them 
Steve suddenly shuddered, his legs giving out and sending him falling back into the chair. 

"Harry!" Bruce moved to his side, the others crowding around. "What is it?" 

Steve leaned forward, his head nearly between his knees, taking deep gulps of air. "Ed.it's Ed" 
"What's Ed Harry? What's happening?" Bruce turned around. "Someone get some water: 


Steve shook his head, a low moan coming from under the curtain of hair. Raising red rimmed eyes, he looked 


around at the others. "E's gone...” 


Bruce stood up, taking a step back. "What do you mean, he's gone?" 


“E's just.gone. | can't feel ‘im anymore." 


"Maybe he just went back to..you know." Janick shrugged as Davey and Adrian looked at him. "I don't know, just 
trying to help here." 


"How about it Harry? When he goes..there.can you still feel him?" 

"Even when ‘e's pissed an’ doesn't answer me | can still feel ‘im. But there's nofink Bruce, just nofink" 
"Well there has to be some reason for this. Eddie wouldn't just disappear, not without telling you." 
"Not if ‘e didn't ‘aff a chance Bruce. Not if somefink ‘igher up did somefink and ‘e couldn't contact me." 
"Wait a mo, ‘Arry, igher up?" 

"Yeah Nick, there are fings ‘igher than ‘im." 

Lost in their own thoughts, everyone slowly withdrew, leaving Steve curled up in his own misery. 


Was it worth it? Putting Harry through this? Even if it did make them understand their bond went beyond the 
music and the flesh to a level of their own souls? Eddie sighed, watching from behind the barricade he had 
erected which effectively blocked both their vision of him and the mind bond he shared with Steve. The 
palpable misery radiating from the bassist tugged at the demon's heart, even though he knew it would 
surprise many to know that one even existed inside him. /m sorry Harry. But it is necessary. And when its all 


said and done, | just hope you'll understand it was for the best. With a puff of smoke, the demon vanished. 


Steve sat alone in the darkened suite, finally having convinced the others to return to their rooms, wanting to 
be alone with his thoughts and memories. He was not surprised by the void he felt; he and Ed had been 
together for so long that it was inevitable his loss would leave an emptiness, but the pain was almost as bad 


as when he thought he had lost his kids. Hell, in a way he had, right? 


With a sigh Steve stood, going to the window and staring out for a few moments before heading for the 
bedroom of the suite. Without even removing his shoes, he stretched out on the bed, the weight of his grief 
seeming to press him to the mattress. Closing his eyes, he let the overwhelming emotions of the day drag him 


down into sleep. 


Eddie appeared by the bed, that same soft gold in his eyes that only seemed to show when he was wrapped in 
thoughts of Steve. The rapid movements of Steve's eyes under his lids told the demon he was lost in dreams, 
the restless movements of his body showing that they were not pleasant ones. Eddie reached his hand out, 
stopping himself just in time; he couldn't, one touch of his fingers and Steve would know. Fighting down the 


urge, he stepped back from the bed. This wasn't going to be easy. With another sigh, Eddie vanished. 


It was a very subdued group that straggled into the studio the next morning, their voices quiet as they sat 
waiting for Steve. 


"Did anyone talk to him today? Is he sick?" Kevin looked around, throwing his hands up at the shrugs that 


greeted his i nquiries. 


‘Im ‘ere.” All eyes swung to the bassist as he entered the booth, his eyes red from lack of sleep, dark circles 


under his eyes. 

"Anything Harry?" Bruce stood, walking over and placing a hand on his shoulder. 
"Nofink" 

"Look, are you guys planning on working today?" 


Steve spun around, the worry and the helplessness coming out in his temper. "Wot if we aren't Kevin? You get 


yer fuckin’ money no matter wot we do." 

"Harry. Kevin didn't mean anything." Bruce put his arm around Steve's shoulders, guiding him over to the other 
side of the room. "Harry, we know why you're upset but Kevin doesn't. Just try to remember he's not in the 
know, right?" 

Steve sighed. "I just wish | ‘ad somefink Bruce. Some reason, if 'e is alright, or if...” 

‘Its not like he can die, right Harry?" 

Steve looked at Bruce with troubled eyes. "For ‘im, there are some fings worse than dyin’, Bruce." 


Kevin cursed, slapping his hand down on the speaker button. “This is wasted time. None of you are even close 


to playing the same thing." 


"Maybe we should just call it a day." Bruce leaned over the music stand in front of him, resting his arms on 


the ledge and looking at Steve. 


Steve nodded, pulling the bass strap over his head and setting it on the stand, reaching to flip the power off to 
his amps. Without another word, he left the studio, walking straight through the booth and out the door. 


"He's really messed up about this." Davey sighed, running a hand over his forehead. "I just don't know what to 


do." 


"None of us do Davey." Adrian set his guitar down, turning his amps off as well before pulling a stool up and 
taking a seat. 


"Would someone like to fill me in please?" 
"Harry's worried about a friend of ours Kevin, just leave it at that" 


"Sure Bruce, not like every day in here doesn't cost a small fucking fortune." 


From the shadows, Eddie growled. Ok, so he wanted the band to pull together, but he never thought of Kevin. 
And the little bastard was currently getting on his last nerve. 


Steve sat in his suite, barely hearing the knocking on his door. The ringing phone registered, but he couldn't 
find it in himself to be arsed enough to go pick it up, figuring it wasn't anyone he wanted to talk to anyway. 
Even the sound of someone entering the suite didn't really penetrate the misery. 

"Harry?" 

Steve looked up, his eyes slowly focusing on Bruce. "Wot?" 

| know you're worried. But you have to...” 

"Bruce, don't. You ‘ave no idea wot I'm finkin’ right now, so don't” 

I'm not sure | like the sound of that Harry, what are you thinking?" 

"Ow this might be because of me." 

"What? How, Harry?" 

"/ dont know Bruce! Maybe they got tired of ‘im ‘anging around for all these years. 


"Harry, none of this is your fault. You know that." 


Steve groaned, dropping his head and burying his face in his hands. "Then why Bruce? And why didn't 'e even 


say 'e was leaving?" 


"Maybe he didn't have time Harry." 


"That's just it Bruce. Time before wo?" Steve jumped to his feet, beginning to pace. "I ‘ate this, | feel so bludi 
‘elpless!" 


Bruce shook his head, unable to think of anything to say to comfort Steve. Watching the rapid back and forth 
movement of his friend he sighed. It was going to be a rough few days until Steve knew what had happened. 
And if he never found out, Bruce wasn't sure the delicately balanced mind of his friend could bear it. Taking a 


seat, Bruce settled in, doing what little he could to be there for Steve. 


Pain Misery. Fear. Helplessness. Anguish Anxiety. All emotions Eddie understood and normally embraced with glee. 
But not now. Am / pushing him foo far? They say that a mind like his walks a delicate line, am | sending him over 
fo the wrong side of it by doing this? | can't keep it going forever, a few more days and | might not be able fo get 
him back Twenty four hours. And thats if. One more day Harry, and then you'll have me right in front of you one 
way or another. You can kick my ass, you can scream at me until youre hoarse or you can fell me to never do it 
again. Or all three. 

With a sigh, Eddie left the two men alone. 


"Again? What the fuck is wrong with you guys?" Kevin threw down his pencil, standing up and leaning over the 
console. "If you guys wanna make a record, fine. If you want to fuck off and act like spoiled fucking children 
fine! But you're wasting my time!" 

Steve's head snapped up. Another night fraught with dreams had left him even more exhausted than the day 
before and now his temper was on edge. "Oo the fuck are you? You fink you can do better then get yer 
fuckin’ arse out from be'ind the desk and do it!" 

"Harry, calm down. Kevin's just...” 

"Shut yer fuckin’ mouf Bruce! | know wot Kevin is and | know wot we pay ‘im for!" 

"Now hang on Harry, don't be giving me...” 

"No, you ‘ang on Bruce!" 

"Bruce, maybe it would be better if you stayed out of it” 


"Oh, now you're putting in your opinion Jan?" 


"Don't start on him Bruce." 


"Davey | don't need you to fight for me, | can handle it." 
Fine Jan, its all yours." 

"Davey don't get pissy with him." 

"Fuck you too HI Suddenly you're his best friend?" 


"Davey! What the fuck?" Adrian's eyes were wide, looking at the man standing next to him. "You're gonna jump 


my arse now?" 


"Ang on lads, before someone says somefink really off." Nicko came out from behind his kit, worry clouding his 


face. 


Steve looked around, eyes black, the circles under them making them appear to have been sucked back in his 
head. "You know wot, fuck it. Fuck all of you." Ripping his bass off, Steve slammed it into the stand, the loud 
feedback making everyone wince. Grabbing his coat, he threw open the door, shooting Kevin a glare as he left 


the studio. 
Bruce tipped his head back, letting out a groan. "Well, is everyone happy now?" 


Still seething, Steve let himself into his suite, tearing off his jacket and throwing it onto a chair. Heading 
straight to the mini bar, he grabbed a bottle of wine, nearly snapping the neck off as he struggled to remove 
the cork 


Bastards. They had no idea what the last two nights had been like, filled with dreams of Ed and things that... \With a 
shudder, Steve slammed the bottle down on the table, dropping into a chair and leaning his head back. "Bludi ‘ell 
Ed, why? And where are you?" 


Sitting back up, Steve looked around, spotting a strange looking piece of parchment on the floor. He rose, 
approaching it cautiously, crouching down and turning it with the tip of his finger. The words nearly stopped his 
heart at first, the muscle then racing in his chest as he ran to the phone. 


Hands shaking, he dialed, cursing as he waited for someone to pick up. "Bruce, it's ‘Arry. Yeah, woteffer, listen. | 
came back to me room an there's a note. From Ed. ‘E needs us. | don't know, | fink ‘e's in trouble. No, not ‘ere. 
Says to meet ‘im. I'm goin’ if anyone wants to come wif me. | don't know where it is. l'm gonna find out and I'l 


phone you back." 


Hanging up, Steve grabbed his jacket and the note, heading downstairs to the front desk to find out where he 
needed to go. Not that it mattered; the note could have said Hell and if that was where Ed needed him then 


that was where he was going, just as fast as he could get there. 


Steve shivered, waiting outside for the rest of the band to arrive. He had fought the urge to go in; Bruce had 
been right, there was safety in numbers and with having no idea of what was awaiting them inside, then 
better a group of six than an individual. After what seemed like hours to Steve's anxious mind, two taxis 
arrived, the three guitarists piling out of one and Bruce and Nicko from the other. Joining Steve, they crowded 
around to read the note he had found. 

Harry 

No time. Cannot reach your mind Need your help, all of you 

Ed 


Under the scrawled signature was the address they had come to. 


"Doesn't say much does it?" Bruce looked up at the dark windows of the building. "And what exactly is this 


place?" 

"The ‘otel said it used to be an ‘orehouse." 

Bruce snorted. "Trust Ed. If there was anyplace I'd expect to find him, it would be here." 
Steve managed a grin. "Right. I'm goin’ in" 


Going to the door, Steve took a deep breath before reaching for the handle. Just as his fingers touched the 


metal a voice in his ear made him jump, a small yelp escaping from his lips. 
"What if it's locked?" 
"Then we find anovver way in Davey. And don't do that again! You scared me ‘aff to deaf!" 


Steve reached for the handle again, turning it slowly. A sharp click sounded, and with a push the door swung 


inward. 


Steve stepped inside, wrinkling his nose at the dank, musty smell in the air. Turning, he motioned everyone to 
be quiet as he set off down the hall, shrouded in darkness as he moved deeper inside. The rest followed, even 
the normally chatty Nicko as quiet as if in church. Reaching a door, Steve tried the knob, pushing it open 
slowly and peering inside. Shaking his head, he pulled it closed again. "Nofink," he whispered, starting off again. 


The corridor ended at another door, no other place to go visible. 


"Harry, be careful." 

Steve rolled his eyes at Bruce. Wiping his hands on his jeans, Steve took a deep breath and carefully turned the 
knob, pushing the door open and peeking around it. His quiet exclamation of surprise made the rest rush 
forward, soft curses heard as they tried to crowd close enough to see. 

Steve opened the door the rest of the way and stepped inside, the others right on his heels. 

"Bludi 'ell.." 

The room was huge; it had to run the length of the building, the ceiling at least twenty feet high. Long, blood 
red velet drapes covered the windows, letting in not a shred of light from the outside. Several chandeliers 
illuminated the room, the heavy drops of crystal reflecting the light of what had to have been a hundred 
candles in each, several sconces on the walls adding to the light. 

Several long low couches sat against the walls, red to match the drapes, the walls painted an odd color that 
seemed to shift between red and black and somewhere in between. Cushions littered the floor, also in red and 
black, a touch of gold here and there. 

"Well bugger me, it's Charlotte's house!" 

The six cracked up, Bruce's remark breaking the tension. 


"I fink you're damn close Bruce. Look at this rug.” 


Their feet seemed to sink in, the flooring so lush that it felt like a spring lawn under their feet, the whole 


room made for comfort and relaxation..and sex. 


"Cor, look over ‘ere!" Nicko headed to the far side of the room, a long mahogany bar taking up nearly the 


whole wall. 


Davey grinned, going to one of the couches and taking a seat, bouncing several times. "This is better than my 


bed!" 
Steve rolled his eyes. "Careful We ‘ave no idea ‘oo or wot is ‘ere! An‘ | still can't feel Ed" 


"Harry, look" Bruce pointed at a small table under one of the sconces. A wooden box rested there, a folded 


piece of parchment in front of it. 
Steve hurried over, seeing his name in Eddie's distinctive scrawl on the front. 


Harry 


All answers within 
Ed 

Steve set the paper down and picked up the box, turning to look at Bruce. 
"Do it Harry.” 


Steve nodded, releasing the catch. Looking around at the rest who had joined him, he gave them a shaky grin 


“Ere goes nofink" 


All six held their breath as Steve slowly opened the box. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Yes - the very thing | swore I'd never do. Another orgy. Still blaming it on the three. And of course, I'd love to 
know wha you think. ;) 


"IFs empty." 


Steve shook his head. "Not quite, there's somefink.ow!" Pulling his hand back, Steve looked at the drop of blood 
on his finger. "Oh fuck..." 


Steve staggered back, the box falling from his hand. Bruce tried to grab him, finding his body suddenly out of 
his control, his hands moving in slow motion toward the bassist. Davey opened his mouth, stumbling back 
several steps and crashing into Janick, both of them falling to the floor in a heap. 


Adrian rocked back and forth several times before slumping to the floor, Nicko falling in a boneless heap next 
to him. Bruce's fingers scrabbled along the back of Steve's jacket as he slowly sank down, Steve going to his 


knees and then falling over beside him. 


The room was silent except for the sounds of their breathing, the six in a jumbled pile on the floor, eyes open 


but unaware. 


A dry rattle from the other end of the room went unheard, the men deep in their own minds, unaware of 


what was happening around them. Coming closer, Eddie crouched down next to Steve and retrieved the box. 
"That was all | needed Harry. Your blood. Now, time to play.” 

Standing, the demon chanted a litany of words, mist swirling through the room, the heavy scent of spices 
filling the air. With a final flourish, Eddie finished, drawing himself up to his full height and grinning down at the 
men. 

"Enjoy boys." 

The demon vanished, leaving behind only his familiar scent, the men stirring even as he disappeared. 


Davey rolled over, lifting his head and letting out a groan. His eyes found Janick, the lanky guitarist moving his 
legs as he tried to get up, his hands digging into the thick pile of the carpet under him. With a growl, Davey 
crawled up Janick's body, grabbing a handful of hair and kissing him hard. Long legs wrapped around him, 


Janick's tongue greeting Davey's as it pushed into his mouth. 


Adrian barely got to his knees before Nicko was on him, driving him back onto the floor and ripping open his 
shirt, the drummer biting and licking his chest. With a groan, Adrian thrust his hips up, rubbing his crotch 


against Nicko's stomach. 


Steve and Bruce had made it to their feet and were circling, eyes narrowed as they looked for the chance to 
move in on each other. With a combined snarl, they crashed together, Bruce wrapping his hands in Steve's hair 


and yanking his head back, sinking his teeth into the exposed skin of his throat as they toppled to the ground. 


From his vantage point on the bar, Eddie grinned. Oh yes, this was going to be a day none of them would forget. 
Reaching down, he adjusted his jeans, trying to make room for his already hard cock. Come to think of it, why 
bother? Eddie quickly opened his fly, pulling his cock free and lightly rubbing the shaft. Not like they can see 


me, right? 


The room echoed with the sounds of harsh breathing and tearing fabric as in their impatience to find what lay 
underneath they took no time for buttons or zippers, an almost inhuman strength running through all six as 


they ripped through the barriers between their heated flesh. 


A yelp, followed by a snarl from Bruce as Steve's ungentle grip removed hair as well as clothes, followed by a 


groan of pleasure as Steve's hand grasped the rigid flesh he had been searching for. 


Nicko and Adrian had found a rhythm, managing to remove their clothes with minimal damage to body parts, 
their naked forms wrapped around each other as they rolled on the floor, frantically rubbing their erections 


against each other. 


Davey and Janick could not wait, pants undone and pushed down their thighs they were locked in a sixty-nine, 
loud slurps and licks on each other's cocks, using the saliva left behind to wet a finger to push into each 


other's arse. 


Eddie growled, his hand tightening on his cock. Repressed much lads? He knew the spell would make their lust fill 
them with heat and lower their inhibitions but whoo boy -- this was way better than he thought. In fact, it 
was taking everything he had not to jump right into the middle of the pile! 


Janick suddenly cried out; Davey had three fingers wildly fucking his arse, Janick's cock dripping precum down 


the shaft as Davey moved around him, pushing Jan's legs in the air with his free hand and pulling his fingers 
out, replacing them with his cock and ramming himself deep. Davey's hard thrusts were literally sending Jan 


across the rug, moving them away from the other two pairs. 


Nicko lifted Adrian, flipping him over and spreading the cheeks of his arse, running his tongue down the cleft 
and finding his hole. Adrian arched his back, pushing backwards as Nicko's tongue stabbed inside him, the 


drummer reaching around and wrapping one of his massive hands around Adrian's shaft and wanking him hard. 


Bruce managed to roll Steve onto his back, their hands pulling at each other's cocks, a fight for dominance 
occurring even in the throes of passion singing through their veins. With a grunt, Steve rolled, turning them 
over and grinning ferally at Bruce before bringing his head down and covering Bruce's mouth with his own 
Bruce's hand slid down Steve's back, finding the top of his crack and running down between his cheeks, his 
fingers searching for the tight ring. Steve lifted his head and growled as Bruce pushed a finger inside, the flare 
of pain making his cock throb in the tight grip around it. 


Nicko rose up, grabbing his cock with his free hand and moving forward on his knees, pressing it against the 
hole lubed by his saliva. Adrian groaned as the tip pressed against him, rocking himself backwards and sending 
Nicko's cock deep inside him. Nicko threw his head back, letting out a howl as Adrian's tight passage closed 
around him. 


Davey cried out, driving one last time into Janick, bending him nearly in half as he came. Grinding his groin hard 
against Janick, Davey shook violently, his seed spilling into the tight arse wrapped around his cock, Janick 
arching his back to tilt himself to just the right angle. Untouched, Janick's cock twitched, suddenly sending a 
stream of come over his chest and splashing up onto his face, weaker jets coating his stomach. Davey 


collapsed, breathing hard, lapping the thick liquid from the still twitching body under him. 


Distracted by Davey's cry, Steve found himself on his back again, Bruce between his thighs. Grabbing his legs, 
Bruce lifted them over his shoulders, pulling his finger out and pushing his cock quickly inside of Steve, a sly 

smirk on his face as the bassist struggled under him. With a hard pump of his hips, Bruce found himself balls 
deep in Steve, the strong legs opening to slide down and wrap around his waist. Steve's body rose to meet the 


frantic jabs into his arse, reaching between them and wanking his cock. 


Eddie nearly fell off the bar. Well HI be damned -- or more damned -- that | did not expect fo see! Of course, 
little does Harry know our Bruce has wanted to do that for a very long time. And he is taking full advantage of 
the opportunity! 


Davey sat back, his cock pulled free of Janick's arse, still as hard as it had been before they had fucked. 
Janick pushed his jeans the rest of the way off, throwing them to the side and grabbing Davey. Davey snarled, 
kicking his shoes and jeans off as well before throwing a leg over Janick's thighs and lowering himself onto the 


hard cock rubbing against him. 


Nicko pounded into Adrian, sweat running down his face and dripping onto Adrian's back, his hand moving faster 
on Adrian's cock. Wrapping his other arm around Adrian's waist, he pulled him up on his knees, jamming his 
arse down onto his thighs and letting out a bestial howl as he came. Adrian reached back, grabbing Nicko's arse 
and digging his fingers in as his cock throbbed, pumping greats arcs of sperm onto the floor as Nicko exploded 
inside him, bathing the walls of his arse in thick come. 


Bruce's hand covered Steve's; jerking his cock roughly as he used every muscle in his back and flanks to pound 
into Steve's arse, hard grunts from both as their eyes locked throughout. With a final drive of his hips, 
Bruce's back arched, his cock thickening inside Steve, the heat of his semen sending a shudder through the 
man under him, a guttural cry sounding as Steve's cock spilled his come between them. 


Before the last spasm shook him, Steve sat up, his chest against Bruce's for a moment before he shoved him 
back, Bruce's cock pulled from his arse as he landed hard. Steve got to his knees, eyes hunting around, the look 
more of a beast stalking its prey than anything human. Bruce grabbed for him, Steve's hand slapping his arm 
aside. Leaning over him, Steve lifted Bruce's leg, biting his throat hard enough that the metallic taste of blood 
filled his mouth, his cock unerringly finding Bruce's hole. With a powerful thrust, Steve impaled Bruce with his 


cock, a shriek of pain followed by a snarl as Bruce clamped around him. 


Adrian rose to a crouch, staring at Nicko and licking his lips. Nicko backed away, eyes darting around until he 
spied Davey riding Janick's cock, the primal grunts from both men making his still hard cock drip. Crawling 
across the floor, he pushed Janick's legs apart, using his weight to bend Davey forward and putting his hands 
under Jan's thighs, lifting his arse in the air. Adrian growled, starting to track Nicko until a hand grasped his 
ankle, drawing his attention to Bruce and Steve. Bruce's hand released him, instead taking hold of Adrian's cock 
and yanking him down, Adrian growling at the pain but falling onto his knees and moving closer to let Bruce 
suck him deep. 


Nicko's cock found Jan's hole, still loosened by Davey's hard fuck only minutes before, well lubed by the come 
running down onto the floor. Wrapping Davey's hair around his hand, Nicko yanked his head to the side, biting 


the juncture of Davey's neck and shoulder , his cock entering Jan at the same time. 


If my hand wasn't busy Id be giving them a round of applause! Eddie wanked himself harder, his cock wet with 


precum, his grunts mixing with the six men on the floor. 


Janick cried out, writhing under Davey as Nicko pummeled his arse, Davey's come arcing out of his cock and 
onto Jan's stomach and chest. Davey dug his fingers into Janick's chest, shuddered around the cock spurting 
into his arse, each deep thrust of Nicko's rocking Jan's hips up, jabbing the cock deeper into his arse. 


With a loud bellow, Nicko knocked Davey off of Janick, the two glaring at each other as Davey rolled onto his 
knees, crawling back and licking the come off of Janick's chest and stomach as Nicko continued the assault on 
his arse. With a final roar, Nicko lifted Janick off the floor, firing several rounds of come into his arse, 


combining it with the remainder of Davey's inside him. 


Adrian held Bruce's hair in his fist, frantically fucking his face with short hard jabs, his balls slapping Bruce's 
chin. Steve reached up, cupping Adrian's sac in his hand and twisting and squeezing his balls, the pain tripping 
Adrian's orgasm, his come filling Bruce's mouth. Bruce's cock jumped in the combined grip of his and Steve's 
hand, ropes of semen splattering onto his chest, his cry of pleasure drawing shudders from Adrian as he felt 
them through the shaft trapped in Bruce's hot, sucking mouth. Steve reared back, releasing Adrian and Bruce's 
cock and grabbing the strong thighs over his, digging his fingers deep into the muscle as he emptied his balls 


into Bruce's convulsing arse. 


Eddie threw his head back, howling his release as he shot his thick seed, pouring from the slit and running 


down onto the bar. The heavy smell of spices filled the room, signalling the demon's orgasm. 
Steve's head snapped up, his eyes narrowing as he scented the air. 
Oh well Hil be damned again, the bond is tighter than | thought 


Staggering to his feet, his cock pulling roughly from Bruce's arse, Steve began to prowl the room, stopping 
every few steps and sniffing the air. 


Think Edward, if he can smell you he is going to..fuck! 

Steve spun, heading straight for the bar. 

Ok, time for a rest period lads! 

Eddie quickly chanted several words, grinning as Steve stopped dead in his tracks, swaying for a moment before 
veering off and flopping down on a pile of cushions. One by one, the rest of the lads made their way to the low 
couches or grabbed several cushions and curled up on the floor, all eyeing each other warily. 

That was close. | really did not think.. 

Eddie watched Steve, the dark brown eyes still constantly moving as he examined every corner of the room. 
With a wave of his hand, Eddie watched as Bruce stirred to life, eyeing up the reclining form of the drummer. 
Nicko titted his head, drawing his legs up and letting them splay apart, his hand reaching for his cock and 


stroking it lazily. 


The demon chuckled. And off we go... 


Bruce pushed himself to his feet, moving toward Nicko with a determined purpose, dropping to his knees 
between those spread thighs and bending over, pushing the hand out of his way and taking a long lick up the 
underside of Nicko's cock. 


Janick sat up, watching for a moment before growling and turning to look at Steve, the bassist rising from the 
floor and stalking toward the guitarist. Janick waited on his knees, his body swaying back and forth, his eyes 
locked on the jutting flesh between the strong thighs. Janick's hand wrapped around Steve's cock, opening his 


mouth and running his tongue over the head before swallowing it deep in a single hard suck. 


Davey's face wore a sly grin as he looked at Adrian, sliding off the couch and turring to lean over the seat, 
glancing back over his shoulder as Adrian advanced on him, going to his knees and biting and sucking Davey's 


shoulder as he pushed several fingers inside him. 


Eddie leaned back, willing his cock to behave as he watched. Until he was sure they were sated, he was taking 


no chances on being drawn out by Harry. 


Nicko put his hands on the back of Bruce's head, thrusting up into his mouth as he pushed with his hands, 
driving his cock into Bruce's throat. Strong fingers massaged his balls, Bruce's other hand working its way 
under Nicko and stabbing two fingers inside him as he took Nicko's cock deep, scraping his teeth up the shaft 
before plunging back down. Nicko hissed, nearly ripping Bruce's hair out as he yanked him off his cock, pulling 
him up his body and kissing him hard. Grinding together, their cocks sliding back and forth between them, the 
two men rolled around the floor, Nicko rearing back and flipping Bruce onto his stomach, looping an arm around 
his waist and pulling him up on his knees. Bruce screamed as Nicko took his arse in a hard snap of his hips, 


sawing in and out of his hole in bone jarring thrusts. 


Janick yelped; Steve had used a handful of hair to drag him away from his cock, pulling him on his knees to one 
of the couches and forcing him to his feet. Janick turned, leaning over the arm and bracing his hands on the 
seat. Curling his fingers around the guitarist's hips, Steve positioned his cock, a sudden snap of his hips sending 
its full length into Janick, laughing as the man under him shrieked at the violent breach of his hole. 


Adrian withdrew his fingers, pushing his cock into Davey in one smooth thrust down to the base, his balls 
slapping against him. Growling against Davey's neck, Adrian reached around and wanked him hard, twisting his 
wrist and pulling the skin of Davey's shaft, making the blonde struggle under him, steady motions of his hips 
pulling his cock back until only the head remained inside before stabbing it deep. 


Bruce braced his hands on the carpet, grunting with every pounding motion of Nicko's into his body, his own 


cock dripping onto the floor. Rocking furiously on his knees, he drove himself back to meet the thrusts, the 
hair on Nicko's groin rubbing him raw as he ground against him. Despite having come twice already, both men 
felt their orgasms approaching, helpless to stop the rising tide of pleasure. Bruce keened, reaching down and 
jerking his cock fast and hard, come dribbling from the tip as he came, his body locked in hard spasms. Nicko 


shouted, his cock throbbing inside Bruce, his balls sending several weak spurts of seed into Bruce's arse. 


Adrian grabbed Davey's arms, pulling them back and forcing his body into a bow as he pistoned his cock in and 
out of his arse, sharp slaps of flesh upon flesh mixing with their grunts. Davey threw his head back, crying 
out as his cock twitched, come running down over the head and trickling along the shaft even as Adrian 


stiffened behind him, driving himself deep one last time before coming as well. 


Janick whimpered with every violent thrust Steve made, his cock rubbing against the velvet covered arm of 
the couch, Steve's fingers holding his hips so tightly that he had no control over the motions of their coupling. 
With a hoarse cry, Janick's legs gave out, a final powerful lunge from Steve sending him hard against the 
unforgiving wood under the padding. Come seeped into the fabric from the tip of Janick's cock, his arse feeling 
the warmth of the semen running from Steve's cock inside him. With a growl, Steve rolled his hips and 


powered forward one last time, causing another shudder from the guitarist under him. 


Drawing apart, the six eyed each other, exhaustion evident in their faces but their bodies still aching for 


release. 


Got one more in you boys? Eddie grinned, watching as the six continued to stalk each other, bodies covered in 
come and sweat, their cocks still swollen with lust. Oh / wouldn't want to be you lads tomorrow, if any of you 
can walk li| be surprised Eddie laughed, watching as Steve grabbed Adrian by the hair and yanked his head back, 
positioning himself behind the guitarist. Reaching up, Eddie rang an imaginary bell. Round four! 


Adrian reached back, blindly finding Steve's hips and pulling him hard against his arse, the bassist's cock easily 
sliding into his hole, both men panting hard, their bodies slipping and sliding against each other as they fucked 
as frantically as they had the first time. Steve's rough fingers tugged and pulled Adrian's cock, the flesh red 
and slick, the pain lost in the pleasure. 


Nicko snarled at Davey as he grabbed him around the waist, the guitarist driving his cock into the drummer's 
arse, reaching around and manipulating the heavy sac without mercy, each forward jab of his cock met with a 
pull and twist of the skin. Nicko reached back between his legs, mimicking Davey's motions on the balls slapping 


against him. 


Bruce grinned at Janick, stumbling to his feet and moving behind the nearly prone guitarist, leaning over and 
sinking his teeth into the swell of his arse. Janick twisted, howling at the pain, the sound drawing out as Bruce 
lapped the mark before straightening up and sliding his cock inside Janick's hole. 


Nicko and Davey were both showing their teeth, tendons standing out under their skin as they pushed to 
another level of pleasurable pain, both fighting for control of their fuck Nicko shoved himself up, his back 
colliding with Davey's chest as his mouth opened, no sound leaving it as he shuddered wildly, his body wracked 
with orgasm, his cock twitching. His balls empty, his cock managed only a few drops of come, his arse clenching 
hard on the shaft inside him. Davey screamed, spasms running through him as his cock jumped inside the 
clenching wall, his balls drawing up in Nicko's hand, feeling the most intense orgasm of the night tearing 
through him, his balls wrung dry as well. The two sank to the floor, unable to find the energy to even pull 
apart. 


Janick shook his head wildly, coming as well, a small ribbon of come leaking from the tip of his cock and onto 
the couch, Bruce's cock thickening inside him as he shook, the strong muscles in his thighs the only thing that 
kept him from falling to the floor. Bruce arched against him, quivering and nearly baying in the heat of his 
explosion, the intensity of his orgasm making his vision narrow to a haze of red, his cock twitching and jumping 
as he spilled the last of his come into Janick. Drained, both physically and mentally, Bruce's body bowed around 
Janick's,; both of them sliding to the floor in a tangle of limbs. 


Adrian spread his knees, dropping to his elbows and letting Steve's weight push him down, the pumping of his 
arse rubbing his cock against the carpet. Steve grabbed his shaft, holding it still and letting out a wicked laugh 
as Adrian howled in pain, forcing him to endure the soft pile teasing over the raw head of his cock. The pain 
set him off, his cock giving a last throb in Steve's hand as he came, the muscles in his arse clutching Steve's 
cock in rippling waves as he grunted mindlessly, nothing spilling from his depleted balls but the sensation as 
intense as anything he had ever felt. Steve gnashed his teeth, the movements along his shaft tipping him over 
the brink, his cock twitching wildly inside Adrian as it contracted in vain, unable to summon even a hint of seed 
from his balls. With a last thrust against him, Adrian fell to the floor, Steve's weight crashing down on top of 
him as they both fought to keep from losing consciousness. 


Eddie slipped from the bar, waving his hand and chanting a few words. The last syllable was barely out of his 


mouth when all six men began groaning in pain, their bodies aching from the hours of sex. 
"What just happened?" Davey slowly turned his head, looking at Nicko beside him. 


Steve struggled to his feet. "I know yer ‘ere you fuckin’ bastard! Show yerselfl" Swaying, Steve looked around 
the room. "Ed! | aint fuckin’ playin’ wif youl" 


"Eddie?" Bruce started to sit up, groaning and rolling onto his side instead. "Fuck my arse hurts!" 


"Mine too." Janick dragged himself to a couch, crawling up on it and laying on his stomach. "My dick is fucking 


"You think we had to do this to get him back Harry?" Adrian didn't bother to lift his head, staying prone on 
the floor, his entire body aching. 


"| fink ʻe did this fer ‘is own amusement is wot | fink. Ed" 


"Stop shouting Harry, before you give yourself an aneurysm." The demon was suddenly standing beside them, 
grinning. "Well boys, that was quite a show!" 


"Enjoy it did you? Wot the fuck Ed!" 
"Harry, calm down and I'll tell..hey!" 


Despite their aches and pains, the other five stared as Eddie rubbed his jaw, the blow from Steve's fist 


stunning the demon. 

"Wot? You fuckin’ cunt! ‘Ow could you do this?" 

Eddie staggered back, the second punch hitting him in the stomach. 

"Harry, you're pissing me off!" 

"Good" Eddie growled as a third punch hit him in the chest, quickly followed by a fourth to his jaw. 

"Harry! He's gettin’ mad!" 

| don't give a fuck if 'e is Nicko!" pressing forward, Steve threw several more punches. Eddie roared, his hands 
shooting out and grabbing Steve, lifting him from the floor. Trying to get to their feet, the other five yelled 
for him to stop as he threw Steve over his shoulder. With a puff of smoke, the demon vanished, taking the 
bassist with him. 

"Oh fuck." Bruce shook his head, his face filled with worry. "This is not good." 


"Where do you think they went?" Davey asked anxiously. 


"| don't know." Bruce sat back down with a sigh, wincing at the pain from his arse. "But wherever it is, | just 


hope he brings him back." 


A sudden waft of spices filled the room, none of them even able to comment on it before they were asleep. 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
For Andy - who can never seem to get enough Eddie/Harry smut. 


Rating: a weird story; explicit language though. 
Pairing: no sex, but implicitly Perttu/Eicca(and somehow Antero) 
Summary: Perttu's Brazilian diary. 


| went to Belo Horizonte two days ago. That place is to me what Bethlehem is to Christians. Sepultura was born 
in Belo Horizonte. Still, | saw nothing there that would give the remotest hint about how the gods of metal 
appeared. Nothing there but poverty and degradation Oh, and samba coming out through all the windows, every 
last one of those emaciated people dancing to the hot Brazilian rhythms. | came back to where we stayed a 


very disappointed fan. 


We are all here, even Antero. Paavo released his work-out DVD. It's a project of his that we didn't know 
anything about until it was ready. He invited us to Brazil. What better place to put out a fitness and body- 
building program than the country where a plastic surgery contract is signed every 30 seconds? It pisses me 
off that now we're just "those guys who hang out with Paavo". | swear to god that disturbs me a lot. Chicks 
don't even notice me, all they want is Paavo's autograph and they push me out of their way to get it. 
Yesterday, when the actual DVD release happened | could hear them scream "Thanks to Paavo's work-out plan 
I'm the envy of all my friends!" But they are a different breed of chicks- not the type that go bonkers when | 
hump my cello on stage. These girls are self-confident and they wear short, tight dresses and miniscule 
thongs. l'm scared of them. Paavo is serious about all this. | don't think he's doing it for the attention and for 
all those firm asses, | really think it has to do with his wish to convert as many people as possible to a 


healthy way of life. 


Eicca is cool about all this. He enjoys the time off and he looks at this like a vacation (except for the long 
hours of rehearsal-he just won't let us be for oncel). After all, this is Brazil. He spends hours in the 
bathroom, exfoliating his skin or giving his hair some fancy nature-pampering treatment. He is totally lost in 
his beautification. He only leaves the bathroom to go swimming in the ocean or to have a glass of cold 
Nesquick or a caipirinha. It's like I'm just a puppet on the string of his tennis shoe - unimportant, that is. He 
only lets Antero go into the bathroom while he's grooming himself. Jealous, | spied on them. One time Antsa 
was washing Eicca's back with a coral brush. Nope, no reasons to be jealous at that. Then | saw something that 


made me suspicious. 


Through the ajar door | saw Antsa taking off his shirt. Oops! He had the decency to keep his jeans on. Then he 
sat on the edge of the bath tub and Eicca gave him a bottle of lotion Lotion? Vittu! Antero is going to ..Eicca? 


Fuck no! Over my dead body! Just as | was ready to burst in, | saw Antsa putting that lotion in his palms, 
rubbing them together and then running his hands through Eicca's hair. So it's hair lotion He began to slowly 
massage Eicca's scalp and spread the stuff all over the hair. Eicca's body went limp inside the tub and he 
leaned back against the wall of the tub, his eyes closed and purring. Why doesn't he ever purr when I'm 
fucking him? | wish Eicca would purr for me like he does for Antero. After all, Antsa is giving him a head 
massage, not head! Jesus! I'll label this whole shit as kink The sick stuff going on between Antero and Eicca is 
way too adult for me and its probably been going on since before Eicca knew me, so..Okay, I'll live. But | can't 


say | don't like watching them. 


We're staying at a friend of Antero's (I'm still having difficulties assimilating the concept). Her name is 
Magdalena and she's a model. She's tall, dark-skinned, with respectable sets of boobs and buns, long legs like an 
antelope and a microscopic waist. | dread to imagine how she and Ana met and the exact nature of their 
relationship. But it doesn't matter as long as she lets us stay in her lovely villa by the beach. The villa has a 
ballroom on the first level, with great acoustics and squeaky clean waxed floors. We rehearse in there. (| didn't 


even hope Eicca would allow us to leave the darn cellos at homel). 


Anyway, l'm in the ballroom right now, drinking sangria. l'm getting slightly drunk and | feel like going upstairs to 
Eicca's room, wake him up and fuck his brains out. Or maybe fuck him in his sleep. I'm even anticipating the 
scene. Eicca is sleeping naked between the linen sheets. He's all sweaty because his body still hasn't adjusted to 
the unbearable heat. | take the time to feast my eyes on the sight of my sleeping lover. | don't do that for 
too long, as it's beginning to take a toll on my self esteem. If all people were objective, most of the globe's 
population should shoot itself for not being as beautiful as Eicca. So I'm beginning to feel ugly and humble too 
when | look at his serene and involuntary perfection Thank you God for compensating with a big Schwanz in my 
case! Oh, and secondly, I'm a better cellist, he he fucking hel 


But Eicca isn't sleeping upstairs. | can see him through the panoramic window, walking on the sand. He wears a 
pair of black loose pants and nothing else. He lifts his arms at shoulder level and lets the wind caress his body. 
His wings come out and unfold ..oh wait, that's my imagination He meets Paavo who comes out of the water 

after a swim. Paavo seems to be swimming like there's no water back in Finland. Whenever he has some spare 


time, sploosh! he's in the ocean, socializing with the rice little fishes. | prefer my fish in the shape of soup. 


But what the fuck are Eicca and Paavo doing? Eicca extends his arm to Paavo, like and invitation and they get 
close in an embrace. Their groins are touching and they begin to sloooowly rock their hips in a bizarre way. Oh, 
it seems they're dancing. What is it that they're doing? Samba? Rumba? Passo doble? | don't even know one 
dance from the other. But Eicca and Paavo seem to know what they're doing. After a while, they collapse on 
the sand, laughing. | can hear Eicca's laughter from over here. Then they start to wrestle. Surely, my lover's 


bigger than Paavo, but Paavo knows martial arts. Eicca gets knocked out more than once. They laugh again. 


| feel envy and jealousy. Dancing is something they do without me. | feel left out. To me, dancing means 
headbanging to Sepultura. | need to learn how to dance and snappy, too. There's a party tomorrow night and I'll 
look a complete klutz Everybody dances around here, from the toddlers to the ancient. Even Eicca swings his 
hips like a pro. And trust me, Eicca is no Nijinsky fan. When he says "I'll listen to some light music." he means 


Metallica. 


| drink some more sangria and it's off to bed. But first, | think I'll go jack off under the shower. It's one thing | 
don't need to be taught. 


+++ 


| slept like a log. Now its gone dark outside and l'm bathing in my own sweat. I'll take another shower and go 


downstairs, where the drinks are. 


Paavo and Magdalena are in the lounge, talking. Antero is with them. Paavo is wearing his usual dark-tone 
clothes. Magdalena is wearing a silver chainmail dress. She's hot! Antero is dressed like a Brazilian pimp- white 
golf shoes, white pants and a floral print silk shirt. He's not wearing his glasses but he's puffing a havana. l'm 
right: he does look like a pimp. Do | like that or not? Anyway, | find that dubious. Maybe this is the effect of 
the heat and of the change of hemisphere on Antsa's brain. 


Suddenly | feel a pair of strong arms grabbing me. | get lifted off the ground and put on somebody's shoulder. 
Aaah, its Eicca. | can tell that even with my eyes closed cause | recognize his smell. Did you know that Eicca's 
body, even when sweaty and dirty, smells like baby-oil? But I'm not closing my eyes, as from my standpoint on 
his shoulder | get an aerial view of his ass. He should do this more often, only naked. His ass rocks! Eicca rocks! 
God only knows what he has in stall for me. | get the impression that the Good Lord wishes He didn't know all 
the dirty things Eicca and | do to each other. 


Instead of taking me upstairs, he carries me to the ballroom and he puts me down It's dark and | can barely 
see around us. He presses a light switch and the room is flooded with dim light. There are still many dark 
corners left. Eicca disappears in one of them and the next thing | know some soft music fills the room. A 
deep-throat female voice is singing in Brazilian. 

Eicca approaches me and grabs my face in his hands, kissing me between the eyes. 


"Perttu, dance with mel" he whispers, excited. 


| can't, love. | don't know how..You know me..l'll probably step on your toes so many times I'll crush every last 


one. You don't want that." 

"Pera! Grow the fuck up! You've got to learn how to dance. Its not like I'm asking you to solve the Riemann 
hypothesis for me! Of course I'll teach you..now put your hands on my shoulders like this and look into my 
eyes..now right leg forward..left leg..right..ok now to the side..ouch!" 

"See, | told youl" | say, removing my foot off his. 


"Try to loosen up, you're as stiff as a plank!" 


"Or as an Antero!" | try to joke. 


"Antero is not stiff. You should see him dancing. He's anything but stiff. Last night he gave quite a 


performance with Magdalena..you were already in bed so you missed it” 


Eicca means business. And if Eicca says "jump", | usually ask "how high?" just like anybody else would. Now, 
about those legs..Hm, was it two steps to the right and one to the left or two steps to the left and one to the 
right? And how am | supposed to look at his face if | don't want to step on his toes with every step | take? 
His right or my right? Fuck, | want my cello! 


| hear someone entering the room, but | don't care, as Eicca is already growling and losing his patience. I'm the 


macdaddy klutz. 


I'm jerked away from Eicca by a couple of cold hands. Antero's, of course. | land on my butt on the wax- 


polished floor and | glide further on the smooth surface. That hurts, you violent fuck! 


The pain becomes secondary as | watch how Antero grabs Eicca and runs his hands on MY lover like he owns 
him. Eicca gives in to his touches and lets Antero take the lead. They move along to the music, perfectly 
seizing the rhythm and rocking their hips in sync, not once losing the tempo, although Antero does not stick to 
basic steps. He pushes Eicca down and then lifts him back up, makes him do a pirouette, catches him when 
Eicca drops on his back and puts a leg around Antsa's body..Christ, this is professional shit. And Eicca is 
enjoying it; he's lost himself in the dance, moving slowly and gracefully to the sound of the music, with his 
eyes closed and softly moaning the melody. His body is totally submitted to Antero's will. If these two are not 
fucking in this twisted encoded way, why am | hard and why do | feel the urge to jump Antero and bite his 
head off? 


Antero makes Eicca go down and do the splits. He looks at me while he pulls the Barbie doll up and says: 
"Dancing is the vertical expression of a horizontal desire. When you're dancing, you're giving yourself to your 
partner, your aim is to please him. You can't see anything other than him and you can't think of anything else 
either. You give in to the music and your body follows naturally. Its not quantum physics. Now you try it!" 

| think the shit with the vertical and horizontal coordinates come from a JLo movie. But don't judge me for 
watching it and sobbing into my pillow at it, just like a schoolgirl! There's a mellow romantic part to me too, 
you know, l'm not just an accessory that my dick uses to play the cello. 

Then he whispers towards Eicca: 

"See you tomorrow! You know where it's at!" 


Eicca winks at him, like they have a secret agreement or something, and that makes me angry. 


| wait for Antsa to leave and | jump Eicca, grabbing him firmly and thinking of what Antero has said. Okay, let's 


see, horizontal desire..that's easy, | always wanna fuck Eicca (who doesn't, now really?)..Vertical expression? 


Aha, we have lift off! l'm suddenly someore else, l'm imagining myself as a latino guy, with hair on my chest 


and a Prince Albert..ch yeah, I'll show Eicca what Don Perttu can do! 


Its working! My hands go all over Eicca, making him bend and arch under my touches while I'm dragging him all 
over the ballroom floor, our groins pressed tightly one against the other, our hips moving together like our 


femurs have come out of their joints..Ding-ding-ding JACKPOT! 


Eicca is surprised..so surprised he shuts up. And Eicca never shuts up, not even in his sleep! He's just looking 
at me and | can feel his skin starting to burn, | see lust building up in his glances and most of all | feel his dick 


swelling and pressing on mine through our pants. | guess this is my payment for the dance lesson. 


He wants me, | can sense that. He tries to kiss me, but | keep him away, teasing him. | appear more interested 
in looking at my hands gliding on his slick skin that glows in the soft diffused light. Does he have any idea how 
hard it is for me not no fuck him through the floor right away? 


He reaches down into my pants and just when he's about to grab my dick, | slap his hand away. He hates it 
when he's not in control, but the tricky thing is it also turns him on like mad. I'm getting a bit violent here, but 
| have to get my revenge for all the "close friends" shit he lets Antero do to him. Oh, and I'll make Eicca purr 
for me if it's the last thing | do. 


+++ 


My hands are damp with sweat and they're fighting with Eicca's zipper, that's stuck half way down. All this 
time, | avoid Eicca's kisses; | know this is killing him. Instead, one of my hands is firmly anchored in his hair and 
when he gets too cocky or too close, | pull his head back by the hair. That makes him roar and l'm sure that 
if | wasn't this scrawny and if he didn't love me, he'd knock me out and hit me until | bleed. No one fucks with 
Eicca's hair. Only I'm bitchy enough to try. 


"Do you realize Antero is watching us?" he hisses at one point. 


"As long as he doesn't come between us..fuck the kinky motherfucker! | won't even let you compare the two of 


us!" 

He managed to get me angry. | think he wants me to lose it and for once have the upper hand. Like | said, if 
Eicca wants something, all | can do is cater to him. | slap him so hard he falls to the floor and hits his head on 
the wooden surface. | grab his legs and drag him over the smooth surface. 

"Perttu, please wait!" he gets into his role, his voice sounding soft and pleading. 


"What now? Isn't this what you want?" | snap back. 


"Can Antero join in?" he presses out, still avoiding my eyes. 


I'm seeing red. Then black. Atomic bomb! Kapow! Antero is dead. How can he do this to me? Why do we need 
Antsa? It's like what l'm doing to him is no longer enough. What is it with you, Eicca? 


| must have said that out loud, because he looked at me, jerking his groin like a cat in heat and hissed: 
"Sorry love. It's from all the heat and this country, and Magdalena, and the dancing..it all drives me insane with 
lust. | wanna fuck everyone here and | wanna let everyone fuck me. | even brought myself to talk to Paavo, 
but he said he needs to save his energy. Lame excuse, | think he has a small dick and doesn't want us to see 
it" 

My Eicca was raving. | knew that for sure, because we all know what Paavo's dick looks like and it's anything 
but small. And wanting to fuck Antero and Magdalena..that's just sick. | knelt next to him and touched his 
forehead. It felt hot. | gathered him up in my arms and held him. He's shivering uncontrollably. When | look at 
his face, he's all pale and his eyes roll back. He passed out. 

| can't move him all by myself. | get out of the room and look for the others. Paavo and Magdalena are out 
shopping. Only Antero is in the house. Fuck! Why does he always have to be the one who walks into our 
relationship riding a white horse and rescue us like some maidens in distress? 


“Anaaaaaaaaaaaaal" | shout, hoping he'll hear me. This house is huge. 


Lucky me. He was outside, watching us from the other side of the panoramic window. He came to us right 


away. | feel like killing him, slowly and painfully. But first | need his help to drag Eicca to bed. 
"Something wrong, Perttu?" he asks. 

There's no trace of irony, he's just concerned. He kneels next to Eicca and looks at him. 

‘| don't like this. I's suspicious." he says. 

"Tell me something | don't know, ho!" | growl. 

"Let's take him to my room. Its on this floor so we don't have to carry him up the stairs. 

So we take Eicca to Ana's room. The bed is fresh and it smells clean. So Antero-like. 

Eicca is twitching in his state of unconsciousness. Antero takes off Eicca's t-shirt and his pants. 


"You dick! What do you want to do to him? You're just going to abuse him under my very eyes? No you 


won't" | say, jumping at him. 


"Relax, little boy. | have a suspicion. And look, l'm right!" he says, pointing to Eicca's back, just above the left 
hip, a spot that has a weird green-and-blue color with a small black dot in the middle. 


"It looks like an insect bite..and venomous too!" Antero proclaims. 
"No shit? What the fuck are we going to do, stand around and watch him die?" 
"Be cool, Perttu. Do you have any idea when this happened?" 


| browse the memory folders in my head, frantically trying to find what | was looking for. Eicca hasn't been 
outside except for that time when Paavo and he had wrestled in the sand. That must've been when it 
happened. 


"So it was a few hours earlier today" | say. "How does that help him?" 


Antero sighs. "Well, we have to know when it happened so we can tell the doctor, so he'll know what type and 


what amount of anti-venom to give Eicca" 


| hate him for being so in control, so on top of all things. | watch him grabbing the phone. Does this man never 
crack down? Maybe he doesn't like going to metal concerts because he finds them too mild or not graphic 
enough. Maybe while I'm in the mosh-pit, shaking to a Kirk Hammett solo, he's witnessing an autopsy or a C- 
section in an OR. | have a feeling that whatever gets Antsa off involves blood and guts out in the open. Fuck, 
Eicca's dying and all | can think of is how to arouse Antero. Most people are right when they say I'm a dick. 
Well, part of me is. 


"What are you doing?" | ask. 
"Duh, Perttu. I'm calling Magda She'll help us once she gets back" 


All we can do is wait. Time for me to crack down. Instead of just dropping from my feet, which is redundant 
given the situation, | bury my face in Ana's shirt and begin to weep. | feel Ana's hands caressing my back in a 


comforting way. Now is a good time to faint. 


+++ 


| woke up in Antero's bed, lying next to Eicca, who looks really bad now. His skin has a greenish shade and he's 
muttering some words that make no sense. | can make out some of these words and yes, even when he's 


delirious, he talks about music. We're both sweaty, but Eicca is cold and still shivering, while I'm my usual hot 


self. 


Antero comes into the room, followed by an unknown woman. They are whispering and she is looking at Eicca 


without seeming too impressed. 


"Aha Perttu, you woke up!" Antero says. "Meet Deusa, she's a doctor and she's here to look at Eicca's insect 


bite." 


Deusa is small and ugly. | wouldn't touch her with a ten-foot pole, but she has lovely hands and she seems to 
know what she's doing. She approaches Eicca and she touches the spot where the bite is. | can't see what she's 


doing, but she soon retrieves her gloved hand and looks at it. 


"Look Mr. Manninen, this is not good news. See this yellow liquid pouring from the swollen tissue at the 
slightest touch? It's a sign that the infection has spread. | suspect it's a pretty common species of Brazilian 
spider, very poisonous. It's the time of the year when they come out of their sandy nests. If we had known 
earlier, things would look better now. All | can do is administer the anti-venom and then.. we wait. Do you 
believe in God, Mr. Manninen? Does your son here believe too? Well, if you two don't believe, now's a good time 


to start. You and your son can go pray in Magda's chapel." 


Antero was dead-pale. | noticed she had assumed | was Antsa's son (many people do), but even that didn't 


distract me from the dire shit Eicca was in 


| sat up and told Antero in Finnish to have the woman give the anti-venom to Eicca sooner or else I'll lose it. | 
then leaned over and kissed Eicca's shoulder , going up on the neck and moving some sweaty hair strands off 
his face, so | could carry on kissing him. He moaned weakly and turned towards me, offering his lips. | kissed 


him like it was the last time (please God, don't let this be our last kiss!) and felt his metallic taste. The toxin 


had gone deep into him. Eicca, my beloved Eicca, don't you dare leave mel 

Antero sat on my side of the bed and told me softly: 

"Don't torment yourself. You're of no use to him sitting here and panicking. Go out and talk to Magda. She 
might have something interesting to tell you. If you don't like what you hear, go to the chapel. You'll find me 
there after | show Deusa out. Please, Kivil" 

Did | stress out how he pisses me off with his co*ol composure? But he's right. | need to go out. | can't stand 
seeing Eicca like this, even if it means leaving Antero alone with him. | wonder what Magda has to say to me. 


I'm the kid of the group, we've only exchanged polite stuff like "hello!" or “thank you!" 


+++ 


Magda and Paavo are in the lounge. Magda looks wild and suddenly | feel scared. Paavo walks away, leaving me 


alone with her. She stares deeply into my eyes when she speaks to me. 


‘| understand you love Eicca in a..um..special way. Maybe your prayers will rise high enough to save him, 


maybe not. So I'm asking you to let us do something our own way for your lover. ' 


"| don't know what you're talking about, Madam. Are you saying we should pray together? | really haven't done 


this since | was a small child" 


She caresses my face in a maternal way and as she comes closer to me, all | can look at are her breasts, 


very visible from underneath the chainmail dress. 


"No, sweet one, if you pray or not is your business. Paavo, Antero and | have agreed to perform a Santeria 
ritual for Eicca. We're asking for your permission and we'd like you to join. Some friends of mine are Santeria 


priests and they're willing to help us." 
"Erm..look Magda, maybe this is not such a good idea" | say shyly. 


But just as | finish my sentence, the door opens and a very well-known and adored Max (Not the Finn!) walks 
into the lounge. Max, yeah, former vocals and rhythm guitar for Sepultura! Oh..Aha..Ahem..Oh... 


Magda smiles when she looks at me and sees the effect of the apparition on me. No words are exchanged, only 
significant looks. 


We go to the garden. As | am the last to go through the green portal that leads to the garden, | see Deusa 


driving off in her car. 


In the garden, hidden among tall thick bushes, there's a white circle drawn on the grass with some white 
powder. In the middle of the circle there's a fire and people are standing outside the circle, holding torches in 
their hands. | can't see their faces. Fear is beginning to stick out its ugly head. But I'm not planning to pass out. 
Ill stay alert for Eicca's sake. 


| feel a hand on my shoulder and | twitch. It's Antero, followed by Paavo. They are carrying Eicca wrapped in a 
white, already sweat-soaked sheet. Following Magdalena's directions, they lay him in the grass, westwards from 


the circle. 


We are each given a torch and Antero tells me in his low reassuring voice that | should do what everyone else 


is doing. For the love of Eicca. 


The mystery men take off their hoods and step inside the circle, letting the fire and their torches shed light 
on their. We join in. As | look around the circle, | see Antero on my right, then Paavo, Derrick (?), Andreas (??), 
Magdalena, whose cello-shaped body blocks the sight of the white shivering mass that is Eicca, Paulo(???), Igor 
(°???), and finally Max (vittul). 


Let me get this straight. Sepultura, old and new members, are gathered around a fire and on the verge of 
performing a dubious ritual to save my Eicca. But | thought Sepu..neverming, I'll freak out later. How did Magda 
pull this off..? 


| soon get the whole picture. Magdalena is not just a hot model. She's the priestess of this creepy cult. Sepu 
are her close friends and helpers. They obey her in matters of the cult, otherwise they wouldn't have gotten 


back together like that, just to see my jaw drop to the ground. 


Magda's eyes seem to be glowing in the dark They begin to chant some words in a language unknown to me- 


maybe it's Portuguese, | can't tell for sure. We take each other by the hands and, Magda leading , we circle 
around the fire three times. Then Max hands her two bags containing two powders, a white one and a dark one. 
Magda does a hand gesture over them, like a blessing, and then she takes a bit out of the white powder and 
throws it into the fire. Then she takes a bit out of the dark powder and inhales it. The bags are passed on and 
they finally reach me. Antero advises me to do like the others. | look at Eicca, who is now lying motionless in 
the grass, the rays of the moon falling on him like a spotlight. | do what I'm told. The chanting resumes and | 
realize that whatever that dark powder was, it's probably not legal. We're getting high here. Everyone's eyes 
are now glowing in the semi-darkness, looking like the eyes of eight jaguars. l'm holding hands with Antero on 


my right and with Max on my left. 


Magda speaks in a low, drug-altered voice (Antero translating to me as accurately as his own trip allowed him) 


‘Its nine of us in this circle, nine mortal souls conjuring the guardians of life. We wish to claim back the 
heartbeat of this boy (she breaks the circle and puts her palms on Eicca's face). He will not speak to you o, 


great ones, as he does not know your language. So | shall speak in his place." 
Then she fixes her gaze on Igor, who picks up two bones that look like drumsticks from in front of him. 


"Don't freak out at what you're about to see and go along with it. Its going to be messy and itll sting a litle, 


but remember this is for Eiccal" Antero hisses into my ear. 


As soon as he finishes talking, the most complete bone-drilling silence takes us over. | know what those sticks 
really are. In Sepultura's music, they are only used to set the beat, but in fact they're the much dreaded 
‘claves’, that, if played right, can tune into a man's heartbeat and make it beat frantically until it stops for 
good. I've heard of people gone insane , people gone into permanent trances and people dying of strokes because 
of the claves. And Igor is certainly the man to use this mind-altering instrument in a right way. He now holds 


all of our hearts at the mercy of his beat. 


The claves make themselves heard in the darkness. Igor drops to his knees and continues to play. The rest of 
us remain immobile, while | can't take my eyes off Magda. Something's happening to her, a thick vapor coming 
out of her body and sliding towards Eicca, wrapping him tightly until | lose sight of him. The vapor changes its 
color from blue to bright white and returns to Magda, who looks transformed. From the heart of the fire, she 
grabs a piece of metal that resembles a handle. It is the red-hot handle of a dagger. She doesn't seem to feel 
the burns as her fingers wrap against the incandescent metal. Her trance is that deep. Igor is her first target. 
She makes a small cut across his chest and licks the first drops of blood that appear, moving right away to 
Max and doing the same thing to him. I'm next. And | can feel the burning blade deeper than it actually goes. 
She bows a bit to lick the blood off my chest and the split-second touch of her tongue drives me crazy. | 
watch in amazement as Antero offers his pale chest with no hesitation Every man in the circle goes through 
the same thing, until Magda, now with a mouthful of blood, grabs a spooky-looking chalice and spits the blood 
into it. The claves become louder and louder, my pulse beginning to race. Derrick, Andreas and Max begin to 


shout an incantation and it soon seems that the whole world is rocking to the rhythm of their roars. 


Magda mixes some of the two powders she used before with the blood and then she walks to Eicca, kneeling in 
front of him. She unfolds the sheet and reveals Eicca's naked body. She takes some of the powder and blood 
mixture and smears it on his forehead and chest, turning him on his belly and smearing the rest of the 
mixture on the spot where the bite was. | look in fascination at how, at a snail's pace, Eicca begins to 
transform. The swelling around the spider-bite fades out and the blues and darker shades fade as well. His 
body faintly twitches and slowly recovers its soft rhythmic moves signaling breath. Normal color reappears on 


his skin and, after what seems like and eternity, his eyes flutter open. 


Magda collapses next to him in the grass. Only then do | notice that Antero is the only one left by my side, 
Max and the others having disappeared and Paavo having gone to the beach. Antsa is still holding my hand, 
supporting me even if he himself looks like a ghost, the wound on his chest still bleeding abundantly. I'm about 
to turn around to him and kiss him, full of gratitude, terror and an entire Molotov cocktail of sensations and 


feelings, when Eicca faintly calls out my name. 


| rush over and kneel next to him, bending down to touch him, to cover him in kisses and to examine him in 
disbelief, searching for traces of the spider-bite. | can't find any; it's like the bite never occurred, the swelling 
and the dead tissue having vanished into thin air. | can't think of anything to say. l'm just glad it's over. 


Eicca, unlike me, has all the words he needs to tell me how he saw himself from up above, how he was very 
worried he'll never be able to tell me how much he loves me and how an irresistible calling came from above, 
asking him to go further and further up. Still, he couldn't take his eyes away from me, wanting to be able to 


touch me and imagining how soothing it would be. 
"This is what brought me back, Perttu. The love | have for you and the fact | never want to leave your side. 
Hadn't it been for you, beautiful mortal, I'd have joined the Lyra Philharmonica up in Heaven. Say you love me 


and you never want us to be apart again! Kiss me, Perttu! Make love to mel” 


"Maybe it's not such a good idea right now..You're still weak and you could use the rest. Come, Antero and | 


will help you back to bed" 


As Antero and | carry Eicca to bed, sadness takes over me and | know it isn't because of the drug wearing 


out. 
Sure, | love fucking Eicca, but | wouldn't go as far as to say | love him in the same deep and complete way he 
loves me. But how could | confess that to someone who has just come back from the dead for me? So you see 


why | keep telling him what he wants to hear, still trying to avoid open declarations. 


| lay next to Eicca in bed and the last thing | hear is Antero's voice saying something about Magdalena lying 


unconscious and abandoned in the garden and good night. 


+++ 


We leave as soon as Eicca stops throwing up and fainting every ten minutes. Now | get to walk in his shoes and 


learn how he feels when | do the same diva shit on tours. | must be so hard to live with. Conclusion: Eicca 
must have a big, no, a huge heart if he can not only bear my whims, but also love me for who | am. 
Sometimes it worries me, the fact that | can't feel love for him. Maybe it's something I'll acquire with age, or 
perhaps l'm genetically programmed not to feel love. If | can't love Eicca, who can | love then? There must be 


something wrong with me. 


| asked Paavo about what happened the other night and he didn't say a word, as if he was part of a silence 
pact. Then | went to Antero, sucked his dick and thus made him spit it all out. Turns out Magdalena is a very 
respected high-priestess of the Santeria and all the guys from Sepu are priests too. They didn't come for me 
after all, they came because she ordered them to. 


Magda is weakened and hasn't left the room since Antero lovingly carried her there after Eicca was taken to 
his bed first. He still won't tell me the nature of their relationship. They make a very unlikely couple. | mean, | 
had to put Spanish fly in Antero's drink just so | could suck his dick..so I'm having a hard time picturing him 


humping Magdalena, especially since she's such a big strong woman 


Antero doesn't seem to care about me and I've realized he doesn't want to fuck Eicca, nor does he want Eicca 
to give it to him up the ass. All he wants is to look after the gorgeous plonker and he made it very clear he's 
leaving all the fucking to me. Eicca loves the arrangement. 


Paavo, as it turns out, has fucked every last person we've met since we came to Brazil (though I'm not 
entirely sure what Sepu and he did on the beach while Antero and | were watching over Eicca's recovery - 
maybe they just played soccer). | don't know where he got the time in between all those autograph sessions, 


press conferences, TV shows and swimming. 


I'm going back to Finland a very disturbed loon 


